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War comes flooding like a tide
O where shall we run, shall hide ?

Setting out or turning back,

The old wound split in new strife,

A new wound is a new eye

A festering wound a womb of different life.

Where shall we hide but in the wound ?

To the Desert

Will you vanish in the marshes
From my path driven beyond the mirror
Past the soft grass and the Spanish treasure ;
And will your breast rest my velvet head
When I resist the last verse of the sirens' song
And march into an acrid land, sun-starched
And furrowed with the lines of my hand ?

Only alone can pass from shadow to darkness
And exorcize from the past those presences
Who press their gifts upon the looking-glass,
Upon my image flattered and aghast.

The road in the desert is Jong and lonely, through

boulders

Shaped in buttock and breast, suggesting comfort
And smoothness, that once I asked for a shoulder to

rest
My head against.. . I'll know how the bones of the

earth

Crumbled to sand, the great stones pounded to earth
(By man smoothed flat, made great again in roads)
Forever ground, flow on in powdered shoals.